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§
Let us agree to set down as a part of our pattern that the
wheelless New World of pre-Cortez and Raleigh days was
a near-earthly paradise. It remained over after the Old
World's Golden Age had succumbed to one inventor or
another. . . . There is this note to be made: on the island
of the Madeiran archipelago that is nearest to Africa a
primitive form of wheel is used in carts and ploughs. The
island is Porto Santo. It is there that Columbus is said to
have married and got his Atlantic lore. The geological
formation of Porto Santo is African; that of Madeira proper
is American. (Geologically considered America is older than
Europe.) And in between the two islands the sea runs two
miles deep. So let us consider that here is the parting of
the ways and that it was Europeans rather than Amerindians
or other Westerns who first used wheels.
And let us consider also that the Wheel is the fruit of the
tree of evil. . . . Just consider how satisfactory the world
would become if, for a year, wheels lost the property of
turning. . . . Think how the atmosphere of Pittsburg
would be improved. . . . And of the satisfaction in Ethiopia.
Well, you can think all that out for yourself. . . . We shall
be in Pennsylvania soon enough. . . . Before then we must
think out some means of restoring the World to the Golden
Age. , . . Or of restoring the Age to the World.
§
We are perhaps nearer to that than you think. . . .
We are all sick of to-day. There is none of us that is not.
We are all waiting for a new revelation. We are all certain
that our Age—that of the Wheel—is wrong. We are all
dreaming, whether at Geneva or at Baton Rouge, of a New
Order when Lancelot may come again to this oval realm.
The soil is ready, and history is waiting to repeat itself.
§
There is nothing history likes better.
We are to-day in the exact situation of the iphabitapts of

